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Saying: '' Wrath, by His meekness.

And, by His health, sickness

Is driven away

From our immortal day.

" And now beside thee, bleating lamb.

I can lie down and sleep;
Or think on Him who bore thy name,
Graze after thee, and weep.
For wash'd in life's river
My bright mane for ever
Shall shine like the gold
As I guard o'er the fold."

The Tiger

WILLIAM BLAKE

TIGER, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder and what art
Gould twist the sinews of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand and what dread feet?